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THIS LITTLE BOOK, 
WRITTEN AT HIS REQUEST, 
IS DEDICATED TO 
MY OLD FRIEND 
WILLIAM HOWLAND 


THE SAGA 
OF 


PILGRIM 
JOHN HOWLAND 


This is the tale of John Howland, 


Simple, straightforward and 
human 


Garnered from story and legend, 


From records of Plymouth 
Plantation, 


Gleaned from the minutes of 


Bradford 


As well from relation of 
Winslow; 


Words that they spake, those 
who knew him 


And knowing him, loved and 
respected. 


(9) 


No badges of rank did he wear, 
Bestowed by a prince or a ruler; 
No degree, no scholastic award 


From cloistered, enshrined seat 
of learning. 


Posterity honors his name 


With the title of 
“Pilgrim John Howland.” 


A fateful and mem’rable day 


In Plymouth on shore of Old 
England 


Saw a sturdy and serious man 

Watching the sun as it westered 

Out and beyond Land’s End, 

In its orbit across the Atlantic. 

Came he to bid his farewell 

To some of the Mayflower 
Pilgrims 

With whom he at worship 
attended 


In Sep’ratist chapel in Leyden. 
(10) 


To Carver, Dame Katherine, his 
wife 


As well as their granddaughter 
Eliz’beth. 


Child of John Tilley was she 


And of his first wife, Carver's 
daughter; 


A lass in her teens but e’en then 
Fearless and ardent to journey 
With parents and kinsfolk afar 


To the land in the west, o'er the 
ocean, 


Where natheless the peril and 
toil 

Of the voyage, uncertainty 
fraught, 

The goal of her heart there she 
hoped 

To find and rejoice in forever. 


The hope that untrammeled and 
free 


She could worship her God as 


she craved to. 
(11) 


As the pilgrims of Egypt of old 


Braving hardship and hunger and 
thirst, 


Followed Moses in faith 
undismayed, 


So she, a mere lass adolescent, 

Followed Brewster and Bradford 
and Carver 

Toward the future, the land of 
God's promise. 
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Three centuries since and inspired, 
A sculptor has cast her in bronze 
And placed her for all to admire. 


Her dreams and her hopes 
realized, 

The fair Pilgrim Maiden of 
Plymouth 

Stands vibrant and fearless, 
serene, 

On boulder at foot of the 
Meersteads. 

(12) 


* £ & & 
In sympathy with their ideals, 


John Howland deep down in his 
heart 


Yearned earnestly that he be with 
them 


To share in their labor and risk, 


To give of his courage and 
strength 


In effort to further the cause. 


He visioned Caesarea-Philippi, 


Saw himself as staunch Simon, 
called Peter 


With belief and with trust deep 


imbued, 
Who inspired the Master to say 
it: 


“On this rock will I build ye my 
Church!” 


(13) 


And seeing Elizabeth standing 


Transfigured by hope and by faith, 
The maiden demure and so child- 


like, 
Did strengthen the urge of his soul 


To join these, his fellow 
believers 


And give of his skill and his zeal, 
Of his labor and effort and ardor 


To share in the service of God. 


No gold and no silver possessed he, 
No treasure laid by to contribute 


To pay for his share of the 
venture; 


So sadly he stood on the strand 


Amourning he could not be with 
them. 


(14) 


His despair was transformed into 
hope 

When generous, kindly John 
Carver 

Now welcomed him into his 
household 

And urged that he be of its 
number, 

Well knowing that John would 
repay him 

For sustenance, fare and his 
shelter 


With manhood, with youth and 
with heart. 


Their moorings they slipped in 
the harbor 


Of Plymouth in England at sunset 


On the turn of the wind and the 
tide, 


Set sail for the land of their 
promise 


Hope high and with faith in their 
God. 


(15) 


Disappointments and _ setbacks 
were many; 


Their craft overladen and clumsy, 


By headwinds and high seas 
retarded ; 


Disaffection of crew caused unrest 
In the timider souls of the party 


But the spirit of Winslow and 
Bradford, 


Of Brewster and Carver and 
Howland 


Buoyed them up and discomfort, 
privation 


Were conquered by courage and 


faith. 


(16) 


One night as a furious tempest 


Howled and raged in tophamper 
and rigging 


And seas mountain high swept the 
craft 


From below clambered John to 
the main deck 


Where he spied, clinging fast to 
the foremast, 


The maiden, Elizabeth Tilley, 
Silent in prayer to on High 

For safety for all on the vessel 
And timely, propitious approach 


To the end and the goal of the 
voyage. 


(17) 


He reeled in his effort to reach her 

To urge that she go down below, 

Seek safety and warmth in the 
cabin. 

Approaching, a high breaking 
comber 

Engulfed him and carried him 
over 

The side of the craft as it 
wallowed. 

Elizabeth seeing his danger, 

His struggles in buffeting ocean, 

In a trice seized a coil of the 
gearing, 

The slack of the halyards of 
topsail 

From its cleat on the foremast 
beside her 

And tossed it with unerring aim 

Far out to John as he battled. 

He grasped it and with his great 
strength 

Hauled himself to the deck of the 


vessel. 
(18) 


For a moment they gazed at each 
other, | 


Quite silent, no word passed be- 
tween them 


But the look in the eyes of them 
both ) 


Told a tale that is older than 
legend; 


The story of love that is born 


In the hearts of brave men and 
good women. 


"Tis certain the hand of the Lord 
Is here manifest and revealing 


In saving the life of John 
Howland 


From end in the turbulent waters 
To love and to cherish this maiden. 
It made her an agent sublime 


The cause of the Pilgrims to 
further. 


(19) 


Despite misadventure and 
tempest, 


Of mutinous actions disloyal, 
In spirit courageous, in faith 
The journey o'er uncharted waters 
Was destined to come to an end 
In the peaceful and sheltering lee 
Of the encircling arm of The Cape. 


(20) 


Ere gun comfort was thought 
of, 

Disembarking and landing on 
shore, 

The Pilgrims in cabin assembled 

For prayer of solemn thanks- 
giving 

To on High for arrival in safety. 

A prayer from the depths of their 
hearts 

To God for His infinite mercy. 


Then by consent of all present 


John Carver was chosen to 
govern, 


To counsel and lead and direct. 


And solemnly all signed a 
compact 

To provide for their mutual 
protection, 

To abide by majority rule 

For their safety, their good and 
their welfare 

Establishing laws for their 
guidance. 

(21) 


Here in the Mayflower cabin 

A spark was ignited and glowed 
As a beacon to cast its effulgence 
Far into the future for aye, 


Democracy’s corner stone laying: 


The Rule by Consent of the 
Governed. 


Undreamed by the ones who there 
signed it, 


That Compact straightforward, 
inspired, 

Was the germ that would blos- 
som and ripen, 


Would flourish and gather in 
power 


Till from it had grown and 
developed 


Our glorious nation of freedom 


Based on Faith and on Truth and 
on Justice. 


(22) 


So after brief rest and refresh- 
ment 


The shallop was launched and 
provisioned 


And Carver and Standish and 
Howland 


And Winslow and Bradford and 


others 


Set sail to explore the broad shore 
line 


In search of a clearing protected 


Where arable land would avail 
them, 


With water and fuel abundant. 


They landed in harbor of 
Plymouth, 

Selected a site there to settle 

Where it seemed that the brooks 
and the clearing, 

The hills and the forest adjoining 

Deep water quite close to the 
mainland 

Would answer their purposes 
amply. | 

(23) 


Returned they forthwith to their 
shipmates 


With word of the haven selected 


With favoring wind and good 
weather 


The Mayflower soon came to © 
anchor 


Not far from the Rock in the 
harbor. 


The men then without let or 
hindrance 


Built a storehouse on land at the 


brookside, 


Of stout logs and thatched it with 
pine boughs. 
This afforded them shelter, 


protection, 


While they builded them cabins 


for dwellings. 


(24) 


The natives were shy, not 
unfriendly 


And offered advice and _ assist- 
ance; 


Helped the Pilgrims to plow, plant 
and harrow 


Fields of corn for their future 
subsistence. 


Showed them how in each hill 
with the seeding, 


The planting of herring, there 
netted, 


Would richen the soil, germinate 


And hasten the grain to fruition. 


(25) 


The winter was cruel and cold; 


The settlers unused to the 
hardship, 


The toil and the lack of good food 


Suffered fever and illness and 
ague. 


A ravaging plague brought them 
low, : 
Some fifty souls, half of the toilers 


Succumbing ‘spite care and kind 
nursing 

By those who were able to help 
them 

Were laid to their rest on Cole’s 
Hill 


Where over their graves was 


emplanted 

A cornfield to hide from the 
knowledge 

Of natives encamped near the 
clearing, 


The fact of the serious loss 
Of one half of the Mayflower 
party. 
(26) 


Of those whose brave spirits and 
souls 


Returned for all time to their 
Maker 
Were Governor Carver, beloved, 
John Tilley, Elizabeth's father 
As well as his helpmate devoted. 
And so as was fitting and meet 
The lovable, kind Widow Carver 
Her grandchild took into her 
household 


To cherish, to love and to 
nurture. 

Elizabeth, though young in years 

Was a woman in mind and in 
stature; 

So after the next harvest came 

And the crops were all ripened 
and garnered. 

As the good dame life’s burden 
laid down 

And quietly passed to her fathers, 

Bess ably took over the helm 


As head of the household of 
Carver. 
(27) 


The love that was born in the 
storm 


That night on the deck of the 


Mayflower 


Grew stronger as John and the 


maiden 

Toiled together in days of 
discomfort 

While they attended the ill, the 
bereaved 


And encouraged the weak not to 
falter. 


Soon after, they plighted their 
troth, 


Were joined in the bonds of their 
wedlock. 


Then builded themselves their 
own home 


And obeyed the command of 
Jehovah 


To Noah on Ararat’s summit. 


(28) 


With ardor and unflagging zeal 


Both labored from dawn until 
darkness 


To further the needs of the 
Pilgrims, 

To improve the condition and 

state 

Of their fields, of their homes 
and their spirit 

For the labor of love in God's 
Vineyard. 


John grew in the love and regard 


Of his fellow men of the 


Plantation; 

First Freeman, Assessor, Select- 
man, 

Then Member of Governor's 
Council. 


Commanding the Kennebec Port | 

Where by his good judgment and 
justice, 

His brave deeds and actions 
heroic 

Was serious conflict averted 

With Puritan Colony traders. 


(29) 


At his side in the hours of stress 

Elizabeth helped and encouraged 

With all her inspiring aid, 

Was the capable wife, the true 
helpmeet. 

More than fifty years, true to their 
trust, 

Unselfish and able and righteous 

They served and gave all of their 
best, 

By their fellows beloved and 
respected. 

Of all of the Pilgrims who joined 

In the pact in the Mayflower cabin, 

John was the last to survive 

Of the settlers remaining in 
Plymouth. 

His life’s work completed, well 
done, 

He was rev'rently laid to his rest 

Near the Fort high on Burial Hill 


Where his spirit still potent and 
strong 


Keeps alive the ideals of old. 
(30) 


Thus Providence metes its 
reward: 


Ten hostages, worthy, to Fortune 
To carry on after he’d gone 
His labor for Country and God, 
The good name and honor of 


Howland. 
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